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*The Text continues, 
cramped and painful 
looking* 


I knew of the Uncle I 
had... My Papa's brother, 
Jasper De Fargo of 
PaxLair. He had written 
to Mama over the years 

to make sure we were 
alright. Many times I 
would consider answering 
the letters for Mama to 
ask for his help. Each 
time, Briana would come 
to me in the night and 
swear to lay another De 
Fargo death at my feet 
should I do that. I'd 
always end up writing him 
a owing letter telling 
him of my 

accomplishments and how 
wonderful life was. I 
always signed Mama's 

name to the letters. 

None of it was true of 
course, but Uncle Jasper 
was still safe. 


I spent perhaps three 
weeks as I always had. 
But then, the house 
was sold for taxes and I 
was only allowed a few 
personal items. The 
court of Trinsic said I 
must go to my Uncle as 
he was my only family. 


The day came much too 
soon and I dallied along 
the way, unwilling to bring 
harm to another. It was 
then that I had met Bob 
Ross. Weakened in body 
and spirit from the 
trauma of the past, I 
readily believed Bob when 
he promised he would 

take care of me. Just 

to lay the burden on 
someone who was not 
family was a relief and I 
experienced the heady 
sensation of freedom for 
the first time since the 
day before my sixth 
birthday. 


I know I was ugly to my 
Uncle and his friends 
that night. I wanted 
nothing more than to 
throw myself into Uncle 
Jasper's arms and let 
him take care of me, but 
I was desperately afraid 
to do so. Instead, I 
went with Bob Ross. I do 
not remember much of 
that time. Ross had 
given me some sort of 
potion and my nights 
were filled with craving 
more of it. It was 
something I needed more 
than the air I breathed. 
In the back of my mind, I 
knew that Uncle Jasper 
was safe from me. I 
would not ruin his life as 
I had my parent's. Uncle 
Jasper, and many others 
of PaxLair saved me 

from Ross. I was 
close, within a day of 
becoming a full «edged 
Vampire, like Briana. I 


was terrified after that 
but tried to not show it. 
I stayed with my Uncle 
and tried not to feel 
anything for him. I could 
not lose him so I was 
determined not to love 
him. 
Everyone was so kind to 
me and yet I held back, 
afraid to care about 
anyone at all. There was 
one I grew close to 
during my first days in 
PaxOku. Orin Lightenburg 
spoiled and used to 
getting exactly what he 
wanted... a loyal friend 
once he considers you a 
friend and possibly the 
only true friend I've ever 
had. Oh, many have been 
kind, but no others 
understood me like Orin... 
Orin is the only one 
who truly liked me for 
me and didn't want me to 
change. I should have 
confided to Orin about 
the dreams beyond that I 
have bad dreams, but I 
was and still am so 
ashamed for how my love 
has ruined other's lives. 
Perhaps had I told him he 
could have found a way 
to help me besides the 
way I tried which got me 
in awful trouble. Now, I 
guess I had better tell 
of the trouble I got into. 
Avoiding it will not make 
it do away, as I well 
know with every beat of 
my heart. I do not tell 
this story to make things 
go easier on me for the 
trouble I caused. I've 
already paid the price for 


that. I mainly wish to tell 
my story. Perhaps it's 

just the writing of it 

that makes it seem less 
horrible. Perhaps I just 
look for a way to free 
myself of the past. Back 

to the story now, no 

more prolonging the agony 
of it. 


There was a man I had 
met in the market places. 
I do not know his name 
and now that I think of 
it do not even know how 
he knew of the dreams. 
Somehow he knew of the 
torments that kept me in 
terror of laying my head 
down at night. How over 
and over I'd relive cutting 
out my Papa's heart and 
throwing it in the 
Brazier. How many 
times must I revisit the 
night of finding my Mama, 
no heart in her chest? 

I was desperate for the 
relief this man promised. 
There was a potion I 
could take that promised 
blessed relief from the 
terrors of the night, but 
the cost was high indeed. 
Was I willing to tell 
anyone of my past to 
free myself? The answer 
was no. I could never do 
that. I'd do whatever I 
could to find the relief I 
sought and still keep my 
secret in tact. 


From my Uncle, I stole 

an ancient Samurai Helm 
that had once belonged to 
my Grandfather. I put 

this item into the auction 


in PaxOku. I also made 
copies of a set of books 
my Uncle had. Just as I 
was finishing these copies, 
Elijah Cross, Minister of 
Defense for PaxLair 
stepped into Uncle 
Jasper's office. I was 
caught with my hand in 
the cookie jar, so to 
speak. I panicked and hit 
him in the head with a 
candelabra. I was terrified 
because I had knocked him 
out cold. I was afraid he 
was dead. I quickly sent 
a pigeon to the only 
person I could think of 
who might help me. Orin 
came right away and 
assured me that Elijah 
was only unconscious. 
Orin spirited me away. 
We hid the books in my 
bank box in Minoc. It 
was easy enough to do. 
All the bankers seemed 
to be sleeping in the hot 
part of the day. 


I hoped I was in the 
clear. but it was not to 
be. The helm sold at the 
auction for a good sum, 
but I was apprehended 

when I went to pick up 

my check. I was 

questioned while I was 
held in custody. Terrified 
once again, I didn't 
hesitate when Orin came 

to my rescue once again. 
We ed into the night. 

The last I saw of Orin 

was in Skara Brae at 

the Inn. Little then did I 
know what was in store 

for me in the next 

weeks. I slept on the 


ground beneath the stars 
for the better part of 
the week. The dreams 
still came to me in the 
night and seemed even 
worse somehow. Briana 
walked through my dreams 
taunting me at the mess 
I had made of my life 
and everyone who had 
ever cared for me. She 
told me how Elijah was 
near death and suffering 
for the blow I gave him. 
She taunted me still that 
my Uncle Jasper was all 
alone now. Was I not 
brave enough to protect 
him? Did I know what 
was happening to him 
while I was cowering 
beneath this tree in the 
woods? 


Many people would 
disagree with me, but I 
do have a conscious. I 
went to check on Uncle 
Jasper and could not find 
him so I next went to 

the Paladin's Keep in 
Felucca to find Elijah. 
Elijah was there with the 
Constable Sherlock 
Holmes, but I had to 
check on him. I just had 
to. I was arrested there 
and tried to escape. 
Subdued, I was taken to 
the PaxGlacei Hall of 
Justice and formally 
charged. During the day 
while in jail, I had 
nothing to do except 
worry about the upcoming 
trial and think about the 
dreams, which seemed to 
get worse nightly. 
Somehow, Briana managed 


to put a magical mirror 
in my cell. I could no 
longer hear the guards 
taunting me or feel the 
desperate need of 
freedom. Where my 

dreams were only in my 
sleep, now they were in 
my waking hours too. The 
mirror was somehow 
showing my parent's 
deaths. Over and over I 
was forced to watch both 
of them die. 
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